THE    MEDEA
On me let mighty Cypris
Inflict no wordy wars or restless anger
To urge my passion to a different love.
But with discernment may she guide women's weddings,     640
Honoring most what is peaceful in the bed.
0 country and home,
Never, never may I be without you,
Living the hopeless life,                                                    645
Hard to pass through and painful,
Most pitiable of all.
Let death first lay me low and death
Free me from this daylight.
There is no sorrow above                                                   650
The loss of a native land.
1 have seen it myself,
Do not tell of a second-hand story
Neither city nor friend                                                     655
Pitied you when you suffered
The worst of sufferings.
0 let him die ungraced whose heart
Will not reward his friends,                                              660
Who cannot open an honest mind
No friend will he be of mine.
(Enter Aegeus, king of Athens, an old friend of Medea.)
Aegeus
Medea, greeting! This is the best introduction
Of which men know for conversation between friends.
Medea
Greeting to you too, Aegeus, son of King Pandion.             665
Where have you come from to visit this country's soil?
Aegeus
1 have just left the ancient oracle of Phoebus.
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